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Kevin C a n t y
Great  Falls, 1966
Needles  and  n u r s e ’s a ides  and  l i t t l e  bo t t le s  of his  ow n  
blood: Evan’s been  in t h e  hospi ta l  for te s t s  t h r e e  t im es  
a lready, and  h e ’s g o i n g  back n e x t  w e ek .  W h y  w o n ’t 
th e y  tell hirn? N o n e  of t h e  do c to r s  will say th e  w ord  
cancer in his  p r e s e n c e  a n y m o re ,  and  his  son has  used his 
s u m m e r  vaca t ion  to d r ive  his  l i t t l e  family  from Cal i fo r ­
nia. Billy n e v e r  visi ts  e x c e p t  at  C hr is tm as .  His k in d n e ss  
is s in is ter .
The  second  day a f te r  t h e i r  arr ival ,  Evan ta lks  Billy in to  
an e x cu r s io n  to G lac ie r  Park,  t h o u g h  h e  k n o w s  Billy is 
t i r ed  of d r iv ing .  Kath,  Billy’s wife,  refuses  to go. Evan 
should  g ive  up but h e  c a n ’t s tand  to be a ro u n d  t h e  house  
w i th  them :  th e y  a rgue ,  th e y  w a tc h  J o h n n y  Carson w i th  
t h e  vo lu m e  w ay  up. And t h e i r  son: T im was  o n c e  his 
l i t t le  s h i n i n g  s ta r but now,  e l ev en  years  old, h e  is 
sudden ly  fat and  sullen,  a te lev is ion  addic t .  On th e  
h ig h w ay ,  he  s louches  in t h e  backseat,  s idew ays  w i th  a 
com ic  book, t h e  In c re d ib le  Slob Man, a c c o r d in g  to Evan. 
Billy fiddles w i th  th e  radio,  j u m p i n g  w i t h o u t  w a r n i n g  
from s ta t ion  to s ta t ion ,  t h o u g h  i t ’s a m y s t e r y  h o w  h e  can 
hear  a n y t h i n g  at all over  t h e  s t u t t e r i n g  roa r  of the  
m o to r .  The  w in d  ca r r ie s  a fa in t  s t ink  of b u r n i n g  diesel .
This  car  smells  fu n n y  to m e , ” Evan shou ts  over  the  
e n g in e .  Are you sure  t h e r e ’s n o t h i n g  w r o n g  w i th  it?”
I his is a p e r fec t ly  good car. 7 h e r e ’s n o t h i n g  w r o n g  
w i th  th is  c a r .”
“Well ,  I do smell  s o m e t h i n g . ”
It s the  re f ine r ies ,  Billy says, t h o u g h  t h e y ’re  a l ready
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m i l e s  o u t  o f  t o w n ,  and  t h e  r e f i n e r i e s  a re  m i l e s  in  t h e  
o t h e r  d i r e c t i o n .  Evan d e c id e s  to  d r o p  i t :  b e t t e r  t o  d ie  
h e r e  t h a n  in  t h e  h o s p i t a l ,  b e t t e r  q u i c k l y  t h a n  s l o w l y ,  a 
fast f i e r y  w r e c k .
I t ’s h o t :  t h e  sun s h in e s  b r i g h t  and  h a r d  f r o m  a c e r a m i c  
b lu e  sky,  e m p t y  o f  c lo u ds .  A s i m p l i f i e d  landscape ,  b lu e  
above ,  s u n b u r n t  tan  a nd  g r e e n  b e l o w ,  t h e  d u s t y  b la c k  
a sph a l t  c u t t i n g  a c u r v e  t h r o u g h  t h e  h i l l s ,  t w o - l a n e  a l l  
t h e  w a y .  T h e y  p u t t e r  a l o n g  at  a s te a d y  f i f t y - e i g h t  m i l e s  
an h o u r ,  g e t t i n g  passed by  e v e r y o n e .  S e m i - t r u c k s  l o o m  
l i k e  houses  in  t h e  r e a r - v i e w  m i r r o r s ,  w a i t i n g  f o r  t h e i r  
o p p o r t u n i t y ,  and  w h e n  t h e y  pass t h e  ca r  shakes  l i k e  a 
s ick  p u p p y  in  t h e  s id e - b la s t .
A t  n o o n  e x a c t l y  —  he  c h e c k s  h is  w a t c h  —  B i l l y  
rea ches  back  i n t o  t h e  c o o l e r  and  o p e n s  h is  f i r s t  c o ld  b e e r  
o f  t h e  day  and  h is  sense o f  re lease  seems to  f i l l  t h e  car .  
N o w  t h e r e  w i l l  be a f e w  g o o d  h ou rs .  T i m  leans  across  t h e  
seatbac.k,  as t h e  m o u n t a i n s  b r e a k  t h e  h o r i z o n ,  and  
t o g e t h e r  he  a nd  Evan p l o t  t h e i r  d a y  on  a m a p  o f  t h e  p a r k .  
T h e  b e a u t i f u l  nam es :  K i n t l a  Peak,  M a n y  G la c ie r ,  G r a n ­
i t e  Park .  Sa in t  M a r y ’s. B e t t e r  h e re ,  Evan t h i n k s ,  in  a 
p lace  1 k n o w .  He sees h i m s e l f  s l e e p i n g  in  t h e  d i r t  o f  t h e  
fo r e s t  f l o o r ,  t h e  f i r s t  so f t  s n o w s  o f  w i n t e r  c u r l i n g  o v e r  
him.
“ L e t ’s n o t  g e t  a r r e s t e d , ” Evan says. “ T h e  p o l i c e  . .
B i l l y  s c o w ls  at  t h e  w i n d s h i e l d .  “ W h a t  a b o u t  t h e  
po l i ce? "
“ W e l l ,  t h e y ’ re  j u s t  w a t c h i n g .  Y ou  k n o w ,  b e h i n d  
b i l l b o a r d s  and  a l l . "
“ I ’ve  n e v e r  seen a c o p  b e h i n d  a b i l l b o a r d  in  m y  l i f e , "  
B i l l y  says, “ a nd  i f  w e  w e r e  d r i v i n g  a n y  s lo w e r ,  w e ’d be 
g o i n g  b a c k w a r d s . "
T i m  is s u d d e n l y  a le r t ;  he  leans  i n t o  t h e  space b e t w e e n  
t h e  f r o n t  seats and  says, “ L e t ’s g e t  a M u s t a n g . "
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‘‘A gas h o g  l i k e  t h a t  —  w h a t  w o u ld  w e  do w i t h  it? You 
jus t  d r i v e  f ro m  one  gas s ta t ion  to  th e  o th e r . "
" W e  cou ld  go fast , ” T i m  says. " W e  co u ld  beat al l the  
o t h e r  cars.”
An In d ia n  c h i e f  in  c o s tu m e  and head-d ress  g ree ts  
t h e m  f ro m  th e  p o rc h  o f  th e  t r a in  s ta t ion  in  East G lac ie r ,  
and fo r  a d o l la r  he lets t h e m  take  a p i c tu re .  Evan hands 
his In s ta m a t ic  to  B i l l y  and stands on one  side o f  the  
In d ia n  C h ie f  w i t h  T im  on th e  o th e r .  B i l l y  fusses w i  th the  
camera,  t h o u g h  t h e r e ’s n o t h i n g  to  adjust .  T h e y  stand 
th e re  pos ing:  the  fat  boy s q u i n t i n g  i n t o  th e  sun, the  
In d ia n  w i t h  th e  g r i m  face o f  a r e t i r e d  p o l ic e m a n ,  the  
w e a k  o ld  man.  As B i l l y  goes to snap th e  lens, a gus t  o f  
w i n d  comes a lo n g  and b low s  Evan ’s ja c k e t  up i n t o  his 
face, s u r p r i s i n g  h im .  Evan w a n ts  B i l l y  to  take  a n o th e r  
p ic tu re ,  sure h e ’ ll look  t e r r i b le ,  bu t  B i l l y ’s a f ra id  the  
In d ia n  w i l l  w a n t  a n o th e r  do l la r .
T h e y  d r i v e  s lo w ly  across th e  C o n t i n e n ta l  D iv ide ,  the  
V YY b a n g in g  and c h u f f i n g ,  cars p i l i n g  up b e h in d  th e m ,  
w o r k i n g  t h e i r  horns.  H a l f  th e  cars t h a t  pass t h e m  g iv e  
B i l l y  th e  f in g e r ,  w h i c h  Evan p re te n d s  n o t  to  see. T h e  sun 
shines b r i g h t l y  on th e  g ra y  r o c k  o f  th e  m o u n ta in s ,  
g r a n i t e  peaks r i s i n g  ou t  o f  th e  forests;  l i k e  c i t ies ,  Evan 
th in k s ,  o r  th e  o u t s k i r t s  o f  heaven.  T h e  a i r  is t h in ,  the  
m eadow s  b r i l l i a n t  I r i sh  g reen .  Evan re m e m b e rs  b e l i e v ­
i n g  in heaven as a c h i ld ,  t h i n k i n g  th is  was w h a t  i t  looked  
l i ke ,  o n l y  w a rm ,  i n v i t i n g .
“ A re  th e re  bears ou t  the re? ” T im  asks.
His f a th e r  waves to w a r d  th e  h i l l s  w i t h  his open can 
o f  beer.  G r i z z l y  bears,” he  says. “ T h e y  c om e  d o w n  ou t  
o f  the  h i l l s  e v e ry  once  in  a w h i l e  and eat somebody,  
d o n ’ t they?”
“ Oh, I suppose,” Evan says, abs t rac ted.
“ Came d o w n  and go t  one  g i r l  r i g h t  ou t  o f  h e r  s le e p in g
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bag last s u m m e r ,  k i l led  h e r  and  t h e n  d r a g g e d  h e r  off 
in to  t h e  w oods  a b o u t  a h u n d r e d  yards  and  a te  h e r  leg  all 
t h e  w ay  off."
“All r i g h t , ” T im says.
“ Billy," Evan w a r n s  h is  son, “ I d o n ’t w a n t  you s c a r in g  
h i m . "
“Are t h e r e  snakes?" Tim asks.
“ R a t t l e r s , ” Billy says. "Big o n e s . ”
Boy ta lk,  Evan th in k s ,  t h e  w ay  it o u g h t  to be; and  for 
a m o m e n t  h e  a lm os t  be l ieves  in Billy, h e  w a n t s  to 
be lieve,  w a n t s  to t h i n k  t h a t  h e  will  c o m e  u n s tu c k  and  
s ta r t  to m ove  fo r w a rd  again .  Billy t e a c h e s  f o u r t h - g r a d e  
s c ie n c e  in S to c k to n ,  Cal iforn ia ,  f i f t een  h u n d r e d  m i le s  
away; h e  d r i n k s  too m u c h ,  h e  i s n ’t p a r t i c u la r ly  k in d  to 
Tim, h e  i s n ’t happy .  He r e a c h e s  in to  t h e  back sea t  and  
o p e n s  a n o t h e r  beer ,  h is  fou r th ,  Evan c a n ’t he lp  c o u n t ­
ing.  He w a n t s  to t h i n k  t h a t  it i sn ' t  too  la te  for his  son.  
Too late,  too  late,  too  late,  t h e  road ru sh e s  by and  all t h e  
beau t i fu l  m e a d o w s  and  t h e  tall p e ak s  and  t h e  d e e p  black 
fo res ts  a re  sw ep t  past  t h e m  in a ru sh  of w in d  as Evan 
stares,  t r y i n g  to b r i n g  it in s ide  h imself .  He k n o w s  t h a t  
th i s  is w h a t  t h e y  will  tell  h im ,  w h e n  th e y  f inally  tell 
h im:  too late,  if w e  cou ld  have  c a u g h t  it e a r l i e r  . . . Give 
m e  s t r e n g t h ,  h e  prays,  and  g r a n t  m e  m ercy .  A lready t h e  
sun has  c h a n g e d  d i re c t io n s ,  s t a r t i n g  its lo n g  s lan t  d o w n  
in to  t h e  west ,  w h e r e  e i g h t  or  n i n e  h o u rs  f rom n o w  it 
will set; tw o  o ’c lock , and  n o t h i n g  s ince  b reakfas t .
“ I t h o u g h t  w e  m i g h t  s top at  t h e  lo d g e ,” h e  says. “ My 
t r e a t . ”
“W h a t  lodge?”
“T h e r e ’s o n e  at Lake  M acD ona ld ,” h e  says, m e a s u r i n g  
his  words .  He w o n ’t w a n t  to stop,  h e  d r ives  in a sort  of 
blissful t r a n c e ,  a lw ays  fo rw ard .  “ I used to go  t h e r e  w i th  
you r  m o t h e r ,  m a n y  years  ago."
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“Sure ,” Billy says, “w h a t e v e r  you feel l ik e .”
This quick  a cq u ie sce n c e  i s n ’t l ike  h im,  a lways  p re s s ­
in g  on w ard ,  b e l ie v in g  th a t  if h e  d r ives  far e n o u g h  and  
fast e n o u g h ,  h a p p in e s s  will be w a i t i n g  for h im  a ro u n d  
some curve .  In Billy's easy defer ra l ,  Evan h e a r s  a n o t h e r  
ev id e n c e  th a t  h e  is dy ing .  T h e  w o rd  s ta r t le s  h im ,  even  
as a t h o u g h t .  He w o n d e r s  w h a t  it  will  be l ike  to say it 
ou t  loud: I have  cance r ,  I am n o t  g o i n g  to recover ,  I am 
dy ing .  Far be low  t h e  e d g e  of t h e  road, a lake  lies calm  
and g l i t t e r i n g  in t h e  sun, n e s t l ed  in to  t h e  g r a n i t e  roo ts  
of t h e  m o u n ta in s .  W h a t  should  h e  have  done?  This  is 
on ly  scenery ,  a f te r  all, s o m e t h i n g  to look at. But Evan 
c a n ' t  he lp  f e e l in g  th a t  h e r e  is a t h i n g  h e  should  have  
paid a t t e n t i o n  to.
T he  lodge is full, tou r i s t s  from France  and  Iowa and  
N ew  York City,  t e e n a g e r s  in B erm uda  sh o r t s  and  plaid 
sh i r t s  f l i r t in g  on t h e  porch ,  t h r e a t e n i n g  each  o t h e r  w i th  
bu ck e ts  of cold l a k e - w a t e r .  T h e r e  is an Ind ian  c h ie f  
he re ,  too,  or  at least  a p laca rd  e x p l a i n i n g  w h o  h e  is and  
th e  p r ices  of var ious  th in g s .  This  Ind ian  C h ie f  is 
a p p a r e n t ly  on break .  T h e  v ie w  of t h e  lake  is v e ry  
beauti fu l ,  t h e y  all c o m m e n t  on it, y e t  Evan has  seen  th is  
p i c t u r e  on c a le n d a r s  and  p os tca rds  and  m e m o r ie s ,  so 
famil ia r  t h a t  t h e  t r u t h  of it c o m es  as a s l igh t  shock, a 
r ep ro ach .  T he  cold, in d i f f e r e n t  b e a u ty  of th is  p lace  
seems  l ike  a m e m o r y  of e v e r y t h i n g  h e  h a s n ’t done .
After a few m i n u t e s  w a i t  in t h e  lobby —  w r o u g h t -  
iron  f u r n i tu r e  and  W e s t e r n  p r in t s  —  t h e  t h r e e  of t h e m  
are  sea ted  in th e  back of t h e  b ig  d i n i n g  room,  th e  
p i c tu r e  w in d o w s  at  t h e  far e n d  s h i n i n g  w i th  t h e  famous  
view, l ike  b r i l l ian t  K odach rom es .  T h e  ro o m  is loud w i th  
th e  c l a t t e r  of glass and c h in a  and  c o n v e r sa t io n  in 
d i f f e r en t  languages .  Billy, s t a r i n g  at  s o m e t h i n g  across  
th e  room, in d i f f e r e n t ly  o rd e r s  a h a m b u r g e r  and  a b o t t l e
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o f  beer; Evan asks fo r  a b o w l  o f  soup and a glass o f  w a te r ,  
and T im  o rde rs  a la rge  C o ke  and a m ea t  loa f  sand w ich .  
“ H i t  th e  can , ” B i l l y  says. "Be r i g h t  bac k . ”
A lone ,  Evan and his  g randson  stare o u t  th e  w in d o w s ,  
as i f  s o m e t h in g  w e re  abou t  to  happen .  He asks t h e  boy. 
“ D o n ’ t you love M o n ta n a ? ”
“ Sure , ” T im  says, eyes le f t ,  eyes r i g h t ,  a n y w h e r e  bu t  
m e e t i n g  his.
“ D o n ’ t you feel  c loser  to  God up here?” he  asks, 
k n o w i n g  he was g o i n g  too  far; bu t  he  w a n ts  to  g i v e  th e  
boy s o m e th in g ,  w a n ts  to  shake h im  ou t  o f  h is  c o m p la -  
1 c e n t  m ise ry .  In a l i t t l e  w h i l e ,  h e ’ ll be al l t h a t ’s le f t  o f  
Evan —  a f r i g h t e n i n g  t h o u g h t .  He says, “ I s om e t im es  
1 feel  l i k e  I ’m s i t t i n g  in  God 's  lap w h e n  I 'm  up here,  i t ’s 
al l so c lean  and p r e t t y . ”
“ W e  d o n ’ t go  to  c h u r c h  a n y m o r e , ” T im  says, eyes le f t ,  
eyes r i g h t .
“ You d o n ’t have to  go  to  c h u r c h  to  be l ie ve  in  G od , ” 
Evan says. “ You d o n ’ t even have to  be l ieve.  You can jus t  
c lose y o u r  eyes and ge t  t h a t  f e e l i n g  o f  s o m e t h in g  all 
a ro u n d  y o u . ” He lets h is  gaze d r i f t  o f f  t h e  boy, o u t  th e  
w i n d o w ,  w h e r e  th e  m o u n t a in s  are s h i n i n g  in  t h e  sun 
l i k e  mus ic ,  l i k e  an opera,  he im ag ines .  He says, “ T he re 's  
s o m e t h in g  spec ial  abou t  t h e  m o u n ta in s ,  d o n ’t you 
t h in k ?  S o m e t h i n g  s p i r i t u a l .  You can see t h in g s  so m u c h  
m o re  c le a r l y . ”
“ Dad says y o u ' re  g e t t i n g  s ic k . ”
T im  is s t a r i n g  at h i m  w i t h  av id  in te res t ,  ab n o rm a l ,  as 
i f  Evan w e r e  a p o r n o g r a p h i c  p i c tu re .
“ He said I 'm  n o t  supposed to  ta lk  to  you abou t  i t , ” T im  
says. “ He said i t ’s a sec re t . ”
Evan ’s secret .  He stares ou t  th e  w i n d o w ,  h o p in g  to 
f i n d  th e  f e e l i n g  o f  a m o m e n t  before .  But t h e r e  is th e  
v i e w  and h e re  he is and t h e y  d o n ’t have a n y t h i n g  to  do
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w ith  each  o ther .  Scenery  will  no t  solve any  of his 
problems; and at tha t  m o m e n t  th e  wai t ress  com es  and 
sets the i r  plates  of d isgus t ing  food on th e  table.  Evan 
c a n ’t even look at his but Tim digs in.
“W h a t  else did your  fa ther  say?” Evan asks angri ly .  
“W h a t  o th e r  l i t t le  secre ts  did he  tell you?”
I im misses the  anger ;  he  pauses b e tw e e n  bi tes  to 
th in k  of w h a t  to tell h im.  W i t h o u t  w ip in g  his m outh ,  he  
says, "One of the  doctors  th in k s  y o u ’re  m a k in g  it up.” 
One of the  doctors,  Evan th in k s  — only  one.  The rest  
t h in k  I’m gone.  But th en  th e  t h o u g h t  breaks  on him: 
w h a t  if I am? W h a t  if th is  is only  p re tend?  W h a t  if I’m 
so unre l iab le  tha t  no one  should pay a t t e n t io n  to me? He 
th o u g h t  of his wife,  an a r g u m e n t  a f te r  a b r idge  g a m e  at 
a n e i g h b o r ’s house: you don't even know what you want, she 
said, and  it's always the weak ones who screw things up. Shelley  
had only said the  words  once  but  Evan could still hear  
them.
W h a t  else did he  say?” asks Evan.
“Say about  w ha t?” Billy asks. He's r e tu rn e d  th e  w r o n g  
way, unseen, unsuspected .  Tim tr ies  to disappear ,  w i t h ­
out moving,  as if he  sat still en o u g h  h e ’d c h a n g e  color 
and blend in w i th  th e  chair,  th e  tab leclo th ,  his m ea t loaf  
sandwich.
But Evan’s still upset,  a diffuse, f loa t ing  anger .  “W e  
w e re  ta lk ing  about  my il lness ,” he  says. “W e  w ere  
ta lk ing  about  how  I'm ap p a ren t ly  m a k in g  it all up to ge t  
a t t e n t io n . ”
"I h a t ’s so in co n s id e ra te ,” Billy says, w i th  a k ind  of 
d ream l ike  w onder .  He takes  Tim by the  arm and hauls 
h im to his feet, c rum bs  and m eat loaf  spil l ing  o n to  the  
floor, and slaps him hard across the  m outh .
“T h a t ’s just so in c o n s id e ra te ,” he  says again . “That  just 
shows a total lack of cons ide ra t ion  for the  feelings  of
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o t h e r s . ”
T h e  slap seems to  s t i l l  be s o u n d i n g  in  t h e  c o r n e r s  o f  
t h e  r o o m ,  a l l  c o n v e r s a t i o n  h ush ed ,  a l l  eyes on  t h e i r  t a b le  
as t h e  red  w e l t  s ta r ts  to  b lossom a r o u n d  t h e  boy 's  m o u t h .
‘‘ E xcuse  m e , ” Evan says, in  t h e  s i le nce .
He r ises,  fo lds  h is  n a p k i n  n e x t  to  h is  d i s g u s t i n g  soup  
and  leaves t h e  ta b le  as t h e  b o y  s ta r ts  to  w e e p .  T h e  o t h e r  
d i n e r s  s ta re  as he  passes. D o n ’ t l o o k  at  me ,  he  t h i n k s .  I 
d id  t h e  best  I co u ld ,  a lw ays ,  t h e  bes t  I co u ld .
“ A r e  you  a l l  r i g h t ? ” asks t h e  I n d i a n  C h ie f .  “ W o u l d  yo u  
l i k e  to  s i t  d o w n ? ”
Evan shakes  h is  head;  t h e n  c h a n g e s  h is  m i n d .  “ Yes," 
he  says a b s t r a c t l y .  “ Yes, I t h i n k  I w o u l d  l i k e  to  s i t  d o w n . "
T h e  I n d i a n  C h i e f  leads Evan to  a s la t te d  A d i r o n d a c k  
c h a i r  and  h e lp s  h i m  d o w n ,  t h e  f e a th e r s  o f  h is  h eaddress  
t i c k l i n g  h is  n e c k .  “ A glass o f  w a te r ? "  h e  asks.
“ Yes, t h a n k  y o u . ”
But  i t ’s o n l y  E v a n ’s m o u t h  t h a t ’s s p e a k in g .  I n s i d e  h e ’s 
l i t  w i t h  p a n ic ,  t r y i n g  to  f o r g e t  t h a t  r o o m f u l  o f  p eo p le ,  
s t a r i n g  at  h i m ,  s t a r i n g  at  B i l l y ,  at  T i m .  T he  eyes  o f  o t h e r  
p e o p le .
He fee ls  t h e  f e a t h e r - t i p s  a g a in s t  h is  n e c k  a ga in .
“ Y ou  w a n t  so m e  a s p i r i n  o r  s o m e t h i n g ? ” t h e  I n d i a n  
C h i e f  asks, h a n d i n g  h i m  a p a p e r  c u p  o f  w a t e r .  “ Y ou  d o n ' t  
l o o k  so h o t . ”
Evan says, “ T h e y ’ re  g o i n g  to  r u n  o v e r  t h a t  c o o l e r . ”
“ W h a t ? ”
“ O v e r  t h e r e . "  He p o in t s :  a f a m i l y  is b a c k i n g  a boa t  i n t o  
t h e  w a t e r ,  l o w e r i n g  t h e  t r a i l e r  d o w n  t h e  ra m p ,  b u t  t h e  
re a r  w h e e l s  o f  t h e i r  s t a t i o n  w a g o n  are  a im e d  at  t h e i r  
p i c n i c  l u n c h .  T h e y ’ re  a g o o d - l o o k i n g  f a m i l y ,  t h e  m o m  
is a n y w a y ,  and  t h e  t h r e e  k id s  —  al l  b lo n d e ,  a l l  h a v i n g  
a w o n d e r f u l  t i m e .  Evan c a n ’ t  r e a l l y  see t h e  dad, w h o ' s  
d r i v i n g .
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“Hey,” says th e  Indian Chief. “Hey, look out!”
They gr in  at him, and wave.
“No, the  cooler ,” says the  Indian Chief.  "You’re g o ing  
to run r ig h t  in to  i t .”
The family gr ins  again, a l i t t le  less happi ly  this t ime, 
and then  the  m o th e r  calls out  a few sen te nces  in a 
language Evan d o esn ’t unders tand  — Swedish maybe, or 
German,  so m e th in g  w i th  a lot of consonants .  N e v e r th e ­
less he r  words sound gay to Evan, sounds of g ree t in g ,  of 
l i g h t -h e a r t e d  banter .
Just as she is f inished saying them,  th e  t i res  p low into 
the  lunch, shoving th e  cooler  across the  asphalt  w i th  a 
horr ib le  g r in d in g  sound. The blonde family all break out  
in peals of f o re ig n - so u n d in g  laughter .
“Dumb son of a b i tch ,” th e  Indian Chief  says.
Evan sips his water .  The  wind  breaks th e  surface of 
the  lake in to  coarse ripples, d ispe l l ing  the  ref lec t ion  of 
the  mountains,  but the  sun still shines  w arm ly  on the  
water ,  on the  g ran i te  peaks, on th e  w e a th e re d  brown 
logs of the  porch and on Evan’s arms. The m o u n ta in s  are 
beautiful but, n o w  tha t  n o t h i n g  else is left, th is  beauty 
is te r r i fy ing  to him, e v e ry th in g  he  d o esn ’t know, 
e v e ry th in g  he hasn t done. Evan feels enorm ously  .tired, 
afraid to start.  He closes his eyes and s truggles  to open 
them  again. He scans th e  sky: hours  of day l igh t  left, and 
then  the  long drive home.
Tourists, Evan says softly. “T h e y ’re just tourists.  
They d o n ’t k now  any b e t t e r . ”
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